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THE COVER A by - R W Lowndes
was transferred to the stencil by a pro-
cess best desoribed as "translating." Doo
drew it on gray paper in non-too-goft reh-
0il, making it terrifiocally hard to trace,
esbPecially with the meager facilities a-
vailable. Thus the meaning 0f the thing
has Probably been changed considerably, s0
if it confuses you, there's a good excuse.
The lettering is a Shaw job all the wayese

A WIRDOW ON BOK
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John Michel

y
(the poor fan's Abou Ben Adhem) Perhaps ocalls
for o statement that the editor is not responsi-
ple for any material not signed by himself: In

the present case, however,

he igs unable %0 dis-

i e

sern my difference between Michel's views .amnd *
. the Truth--a situation, incidemtally, whioh
., ..seems tO_.-_be .ll_Qt""a,fﬁ_gl_a.l.lllnusual.u.‘.u-......-..._

"PIMEUHEN" by Judy Zissman
js fully explained in the editorial note ao-
companying it. That is, the circumstances
pehind its being printed are explained; I'm
still waiting for an explanation of emactly
what it is all about. It gives maybe a lead
article in 211 namcd "I Tslked with Kimball
Kinnison: Yes I Did, Honest to Campbelli' ~-

eh{, Judy?I'l..l..O..VOlOOOIO~OO.IQl.'..l.l“"...‘

NO GREATER® GLORY | by |

" ponald A. Wollheim

is 2 WOllhe:im story.ﬂrooonnlo.orrnc-o_'l.l.'l’...qtc.l...bcoon'l‘

STRICTIY OONFIDENTIAL by ' satyrious
is by a Puturian, as is all the.other material in

this issuc, but Purther than that Satyrious'

modesty

and big etick provent me from telling you any more .
ab__Out S'a.t:‘;":rieus;' .Yeah-.-.-.-.o«s-;.,'g.......-'-....---

" YOUR EDITOR = “1is

" 'still Iarry Shaw

.. =--though youlll seldom catoh him admitting it any
more, sinco'he Prefgrs o be known as Lawrenoe

Tanglofoot Destiny instead. He lives with Michel
in Station X ‘at 313 West 4th Street, Wew York 14,
and puts thils' out for the Vanguard Amateur Press
Asst@oiation,; when he has enough goed material.
How often %hat is depands O JOUaossseovvovtnsveny

Pe NP S B sk b gu St SN ew BB 4T 0 Gw N am W ue S5 S0 8 W W

A Destiny Publigcation

TSP e ST TS we Y SN SR A e e S R



3111111112311111131

11 111111111111111111
11 A 11
‘11 WIENDOVW 11
11 0FE by e |
11 BOK John 11
11 Hidhed 1)
- Tiagidiiriaat) 11

111313111121311113)

g YR

;1 .1f memary serves, Hannes Bok first appeared on the artistio
goene: sometime .during one ot the halcyonic revivals of Weird TaXes.
I vagnely recollect: the Period as being something undex ten years
ag0. - Like young Loohinvar he came out of the Wests.:The storied rum-
pus that followed was brother to the tale, but' it has yet to be said
that Bok has trapped his Muse for =2 brides

- "

.For .quite-n Period he was merely an embryonic stoym rumbling on
one of my horizons. Then, through the medium of the ®SNY, I was in-
troduced to Boks The first impression was pleasantly turbulent. It
was very diffiocult, of course, getting one's bearings on Hannes: He
is now and was then geographically unstable and oan no more remain
calm,. quiescent and rooted to one spob than oan 2 00ckroachs. 'Conse~ ..
quently, due to the lightning blue streaks that passed my field of
vision on that: and: succceding oceasions, it took me litbrally years
to even assemble ao. fairly stable mental image of our artist. This I
final ly succeeded in accomplishing in 1941, during which yehr Hannes
painted my portrait, and while I was forced to remain as stiff and
immobile  as a.mummy.for. over four hours, his own lsbensraum was lim-
ited to the square,0f the canvase I fook a look., . ks

30l1idified, Bok is an ingratiating character.' ThHis I cam Judge
of mine own knowledge and also from that of numerous acquaintmances
who. have met him and been conquered... The generhl imPression seems
to have been 2. Pot-pourri of slightly strained hospitality, sprite- =
1ike enthusiaem, n.orushing penchant- for imparting goseip of the most
stale and insipid brand .imaginnble and 2 distressing narrowmess of
interests, .these. being neatly packaged in two vessels, One paint ing,
the other musfo,~with strings of assorted other Passions flying like
rogs on the wind from the carefully tattered pookets of his etermal
blue jeans.. R, R Fpche: b i

i’oasibiy I au':lx;_-;mf;t o competent judge of.thée outwn.rd im!mifesﬁa.-‘
tions of . the innor -mm,-my s0le glimpses of Hannes in action" being

widely spaoced, -st~ggored 2and very shadowy still~-lifos flashing by
once or twice A yenr..  Howcver, @he substhse of my obsexvation is
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conclusive in that the fomer vessel is a Jjar of much greater weight
than the latter, though both are relatively empty when opened. Hannes
is extravagantly fond of prainting, though his knowledge of artists and
art other than Bok is sketchy to say the least. He malkes s consistent
ghow and flurry of being vitally interested in music, but it is true
that he oares for nothing in:it but the weird and lushly sensual. This
musical bottleneck is, of course, a trap into whioh he has stuck his
head and from which he cannot extricate it. PFailure to wring loose of
his imprisoning hydra has made it neocessary for Hannes to nurture an
obsession for this kind of music that beggars description.

A minor shank of his artistic nature revealed itself in reocent
years in the production of several stories in the fantasy genre, one a
long novel, the othsrs short yarmms. The novel, published in Unknown,
was widely ignored. It was not only completely out of this world, but
alse of several others, gnd might have made his reputation as a seri-
ous threat to Hannes Christismm Andersen back in the 1830s. In modern
times, it gives out a noise like any empty kettle drum when kicke'd.

Bok's shorter pieces have been wickedly precious, largely built
of cardboard and aimed at the type of reader who faints at the sound
of the word "charnel." His characters are necessarily flat, having no
-substance other than Hannes himself whose own connection with reality
has the consistency 0f a tired shadow.

There have been rumors of vast novels, some in the deteoctive
field, at least one supposed to have been 2 blown up version of the
lead novelette in gny issue of =2 love pulp.

For a time Bok also produced .md sold 2 number of science fiec-
tion magazine covers in color, and 2 Plethora of black and white in-
gide illustrations for the same market, a3ll highly sucocessful and the
t rue basis for whatever reputation as an artist he Possesses, whioh is
considerable in the fantasy fan £ield, talking in sbout 500 people at
most. Al in all this cannot be considered a paltry sum. It is not
1ikely to alter much for better or worse, but there it is.

: He became a kind of fixture and destined for an odd immortality
in 1942 when he wgs mentioned as an off-stage character in a pot-
boiling detective yarn written by the young-hopeful Anthony Boucher,
concerning itself with murder in the rooket tense.

This accumulated virtuosity could hardly fail to give me =n ex-
panded sense of my own importance when it will be remembered that bro-
ther Bok illustrated a humorous story of mine with a nunber of deli-
cious cariocatures. According to recent uppage in the price of Bok
drawings they have multiplied their value many times and I would not
part with a single fragment for anything less than a bent dime.

Aside from this my pPersonal interest in Hannes Bok cannot be
snid $0 have differed n jot or tittle from any similar interest on
the part of other devotess of the weird and fantastic. During the
past five or six years I have been afforded, on various Bok holy days,
rare glimpses of work in progress. His rate of production has been
slow, limited to four or five non-commercinal pieces s year, all mefti-
oulously hidden from my eyes until completion, due to a serious super-
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stifticn %eld by BoXk tral any pointing of nis giving an eyefnl to the
3 soiccker, 1a = partially finished et-te, is bound $0 devolope
tuiinal and longitudinal oracks, turn sour overnight and £all to
pewicy at the tcuch of a finger. In addition to his other work, Dok
k25 also turned out a number of straight portraits, of which more
laselo :

During this general period; in the meantime of which a2 world war
had broken out and the planet wias ormubling to ashes, I found it ne-~
cessary to devote some time to evaluating Bek's nctual standing in the
world of painting. Clearly, judging from the various eontrandictions
coniained in his work, there seemed to be only a shaky foundation :for
the hozannahs rising from cheering throats, and it was soreamming for
air. ; :

My qualifiocations for such analysis and evaluation are, to uy
knowlsdge, Perfectly sound and valid; as good, indoed, as anyone's,
and Doohably betiter than most, due to the fact that I have spent rathe
er n cunsiderable nunber of years as an onlooker in the entire field
of art. All this does not moan that my oriticisms are 100% correct,
but ai least it affords my mistakes the grace of being authoritatives

FProm first to last, there has alweys been much to oriticise in
Bok's painting. Being a gentleman, =and painfully aware of Hannes'
quaint hatit of immediateiy osxcluiing from his universe the unhappy
eritic who remarked thai Finlay might have gotton o better grasy on
this pioture, or maybe the techrinue in that Bok masterpiece was a
trifle sloppy or that it was only «5 geoi as the preceding work, I
kept my mouth shut. I will admit to thisg being rather remarkable, ns
I possess perhaps the loudest moutn in stf, but there are a few daubs
of delicacy still plastered on my soul.

Granted that the subject never amounted to much. I was and =mm =
busy man, as most men and even most wowen are, and the importance of
an artist who in the space of fifteen years of active work had gather-
cd about himself an audience of pulp readers Possibly should never
have ruffled my thinning looks. But whose time is valuable?

Beginning such analysis was an unenviable job in the case of
Hannes Bok. S0 much can be dug from 2 man's past and antecedents and
the whole earlier part of Bok's life is, as far as I can detemine,
known only-to his family and a few Gila monsters on the Mojave desert.
Even such important data as the artist's chronological age is still,
in his lifetime, 2 matter of debate. Bok himself has variously stated
it as 28, 23, and 32 in my Presence On separate oocasions. To others
he has mentioned 30, 20 and 35. Looking at Bok honestly I would put
nis acinal sgo a3 sokething between 38 and 40, Intellectually it
might Le &#aid that Bok is mature, if indecd an elfin gspirit ¢ over
mature. His emotional age can be safely judged from the subjeot mat-
tor <f his serious paintings and they are the kind I was enjoying
whilo sise readling Penrod.

The opportunity to bring the whole matter to a climax arrived
early in 1945 when Hannes had his first rublic exhibition, much mater-
inl for whish had been in preparation for many years, although thes
greater part of it was rushed to oompletion in a single twelvemonth.
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Thase works were duly tnveiled at an art gallery on 57th Street
in I'ew York City. Behind the glorious two weeks was the heroism of
those who went on starvation rations, brave souls who contributed
their 0ld clothes and postage stamp albums that this thing might be.

The exhibition, which I attended in the company of a few Futur-
ians, was a nasty shook. In the first half-hour or so I realized that
the whole thing, from Hannes' view, was pointless, in fthe light of his
oft-repeated pPronuncismento that he could not and never would Ppaint to
order, as doing this made him frustrated and nervous and he'd rather
run an elevator anyway. The contradiotion lay in the fact that in the
event that the exhibition was a roaring success, he'd either have to
paint to order from now until doomsday or else pocket the notices and
reopen his shagk in the Mojave.

Po those who will claim that I am holding Bok to a foolish cone
sl stanoy, I can only say that in my opinion it is not too much fo in-
gist on any man's integrity. And if we are to dispute about the real«
ities of the situation, its work-aday aspeots, then I ocmm only point
to the fact that such things have aPparently never meant much to
Harmnes.

No noise I ever made could have spoken louder than the exhibi~
tion itself in demonstrating the essential shallowness o0f the Bok
techniques ang content., All knew what to exbect. SurPrise and dise
play should have been missing elements, but they were felt only too
strongly.

The body of the exhibition rePresented approximately two dozen
pieturss. & nurber, mostly small canvases, were old survivals of
Bok's picture-book illustrating days. As a matter of fact they wexe
illustrations. The technique was trite, stylized, glazed, easily
recognizable as a type common to cheap books on children's toy coun-
ters in any five and dime. Their deliberately stilted lines froze
them lifeless beyond the appreciation of =211 but the artless eyes of
youngsters. In another technique were o half-dozen or so large,
gaudy o0ils soattercd about, interspersed between less glaring pia-
turcs. Studies in familiar grotesquerie, they bulked massively,
glittering, full of brash, soorching colors, first cousin to the
ripple finished calendar sovers of the Period 1920-30. These weré the
newost of the entire collection, paintsed on rough, dappled vanvas,
Probsbly to give the effeot of nge and graven magnifioencs.

A third series, not more than two or three, hore a startling
resemblance to the works of Maxfigld Parrishe. The resemblance might
have been said to be more than just startling, It was Maxfield Par-
rishe. Any of them might have been used as the back 0T 2 deock of
Playing cards or one of the puerile "classics" hanging in twenty mil-
i1ion Armerican homes. There wore the same blus distances, the vast,
tumbled masses of luridly-lit rock, the nymphs or suggestions of
nympbhs disporting in the cool, sapphire waters. Plainly, tho bour-
gcois bodrock of the nation may be reassured. Parrish's technique
will survive his death. It is played out, deadly, 2 romantic patch
of deccay on the whole canvas of art, buft it will survive.
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... The balansce wns dividou up into a sélection o¥ Buk's most deri-
ous (and, his own faverite) work, most of it years old, all deriving
from his earlier period of formative oreation. The subject matter was
grotesque, in one or two instances baroque. Among these latter were
three or four pisces of interest, stimulating by virtue of 2 success-
ful blend of technique =md content.

Pointedly absent was even 3 single examPle of Bok's portraiture.
In this field he does not excel, but at least the technique may be
gald to be almost his own. It is, of course, rather closely dupli-~
cated by a thousand modern portrait pninters. However, there is a
certain touch that distinguishes the Bok portrait. It mny be said to
1ie in an amazingly shrewd synthesis of face and character, bringing
out a peculisr blond whose faithfulness to the original is commend-
ables '

Singular about the paintings were their universnal co=t of var-
nish. Highlights glintcd overywhere. Coat upon coat softening the
harsher colors, bringing out the natural tints. The trick is, of
course, an 0ld one. Few authentic painters use it. It is dressy but
artistically dishonest, covering up a lack of ingenuity and true art-
istio invention with a cheap, eye-catohing gloss,

 Viewing the collection as a whole, dePressing conclusions were
jnevitable: Without a shadow of a doubt, Bok had Proved his ability
to shine in a trend of art so small as to be virtually invisible.
And even here, in retrospect, he was no master, had produced nothing
new, ereated little, drawn for most of his subject material on the
written word. Ghoulies, gobblies, ghoosties, beastiss, casting a
conventional baleful glance upon the sPeotator, to whom variety in
this metier soon proves monotonous.

: That Bok is entirely caprable of oomPletely mastering most forms
of commercisl art camot be denied. The majority of his techniques
lend themselves admirably to the poster, magazine cover, penny-
dreadful desorations, onlendar sheets, the blowsy, lush, slick fin-
ishes of fanciful picturec book illustrations to delight the eyes -«md
minds of children. The roots of these techniques remain immovable,
however, in the soil of the fin do siecle. They continue t0 feed upon
the vitiated substance of n time already denad, but still not decently
buricd.

That he is utterly incapable of creating a modorn content to
guit his antiquated toohniques is also true. The shOe can no longer
4t and it is impossible to £ill with flosh and bone = vessel made
to contain vaporse.

Even tho most deoayed and decadent of the great pPainters oould
not cscape the 1ife about them. Life emerged in thoir colors and
canvascs in whatever fomm, but it was there, moving and breathing.
There is no life in the art of Hannes Bok, It hengs in a vacuunm be-
tweon abysses. In such instancos in which he has had ogcasion to pro-
duce lithographs for sale by a large gallery, the tcohniguc itself was
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not only completoly inadequnto to the subject matter (a country €ish-
ing scene) but could have been colipsed by any graduate studene of an
sdvanced art school., :

! Bok's medioocrity in the field of living art is a tragio commen-.
tary upon any further pProgress he might strive to makn. In my judge~ -
ment he is bound sbout by irom walls of his own casting that will
never collapse like Jericn's to give him freedom. We can adnit a cer~
tain grasp and mastery »:f tschniques,; even %though their origins are
rooted in other meadows. But no supremacy in any phase of art, not
even in the narrow reaches of his owm choosing. Bok's imagination is
his one great point and that coughs away i%s feeble life after the
first dozen of the brand. Jusf 80 msny bug-eyed monsters, so mamy
writhing tentacles, untoundsd abysses, cosmic £ires. There is his
1linit, within which strictures he fliounders as helplessly =@s a mouse
in 2 jJar of glue. Prom ths standpoint of trme Lfuntasy, not the wenk
variety whiah‘is his Jorx ﬁ;a tut that whish pains rich growth in hoil-
ing, bubbling.s=2iive a3 siedy . he ds n.billion miles from the sum-
mit of his ha,Jua_r‘ : ha,app;\“(‘ the siy, gwmnt jibes of Artzy-

basheff, tcuch Axthur ek snd his Jungie mqu;iflscnce?. Has he ever
produced an echo of tha Jraz:comarw »1 Pali, DProved inm fhe hupen mind
88 deePly as Picasso, like Bentv:n impaicé the alpas and omegn of”
emotion on the point of n singie almsh? Tos3 Buk serve sny Purpose
in art? Do any ¢f his Plcéurcs mage one laugh, oy, grow sad, gay,
introspeciive, nostalgic, ,e=l d~couascious, soilf~eritical? No.  In
their empty stexrility, hig works camrct siir a single emotion, good or
base. In their short-circuitcd sensuality they £ail to exc1te the
faintest appetites. As hollow ms a pnpsr lantern, they burn with 2.8
1ittle heat. :

: He is out off from tho onward swoep of art, for today art wnd th
the artist must serve the nceds of the PeaPls =~ Or Perish. An un-
bridgoable abyss seParates Hannes Bok from the attaimment of anything
in art pertaining to reality and life. This gaP he oan never cross.
His face 1s set toward the past, his brush providing a few dull
gleams to prettify the reaims of a receding horizon. There will be
no rlace for Bok in-the ranks of the great artists, or even of the
mildly successful hacks, for he has no dirsotion, no compass to caryy
him through tho present and coming stoms to a safe goal.

- There can be money, 2 hard-won but paltry fqme among n group

of peOble whose ranks have forever heen as sparse as trees on a
desert. 3But beyond that, nothing.. ‘
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"TIMEWHEEN"

e L B Y = e T

TR % \\~ - 82 . : s - ¥ ox . - heaie
0 ™ o sy duay demen.
{ (Eaitor's note: W hile sneoping --= it may sound“blunt, . . .

put I would be a poor Futurian indeed if I didn't indulge
in the practice -=-- through Judy's desk at Hangover House
‘.one 48y, I came across a carbon of a letter to her husband
that looked interesting as all hell. On reading, it Pproved
to be not only interesting, but extremely puzzling. ' Judy,
however, wasn't %talking; in fact, when I first tried to
pump her about it, she made violent efforts to take the
doocument in question away fxom me. Needless to say, she
didn't sucoceed ~=~ but she wouldn't explain what it waa
all about, either. It could, of course, be a well-planned
hoax, buf I'm not inclined to think se. There are strange
depths: to this Zissman woman.... Sinee this is an all- = =
Futurian isgne snyway, I'm printing the letter under my’
own title, #%* g minimum of necessary editing. Ferhaps
it will meen omething teo you; I'm stum}:ed.)? : ~

Denr ﬁan,"

I guppose I oan't evade the issue any longer. You ask what I'm doing
about our time machine idea =~ and I suppose you have a right to know,
You always said you thought my theory was a little oversimplifiesd,

and now that the results have pProved you to be correot <-:'you can un-.

dorstand my hesitanoy in admitting it.

I finished the machine from the blueprints you left when you shipped
over. Your mechanics, by the way; turned out to be much better than
my soience ==~ the thing worked all right. I know it worked, because
the first time I tried, I actually did succeed in going a wgek ahead
into the future.. ! ; _ gi7 5

I 8idn't write to you about it then, or tell anyone right away, be-
cause I figured it weuld be better to wait the week out -- wait until
I caught uP with the time I had gone ahead into it, and had a chanoce
to check results, and make sure I'd renlly gone there. 5 :

Well, I waited =~ but of course, while I was waiting, I couldn't re-
gist making some more trial trips. § T
The second attempt, I thought I'd just done something wrong with the
controls --i znd. let me tell you, I was plenty scared for a while
there, to00---‘because when I arrived, I was just noplace at all. No,
I'm-not kiddin' =~ and I couldn't desoribe it to you for anything.

It would take 2 ‘Heinlein or a Stapledon to get down on paper that
awful knowledge 0f 'nothingness' that I had.



;Anyhow, I put the damn thing into reverse as fast as I ocould -- and
landed right back where and when I'd eome from, Perfeotly safe and
sound. I put in g couple of days going over that mechine with a fine-
toothcomb to see what had gone wrong, but I couldn't £ind a things.

I'm willing to adnit at this point that I was half-afraid to try
a8ain.== and }'a have shown a lot better Senge if I'd been all the way
afraid, too -= but, as usual, my curiosity overcame my better judge~
ments The third time I set the machine for a week shead agaln =--
everything exactly as it had been the first time. I'm positive every-
thing was set the same way, and I'd swear on a stack of ghibles that
there was nothing wrong with the machine -~ it was all in working
order, the controls were pProPerly adjusted....

Only I dian' t go 2 weok ahead that time. Not in this cosmos, anyhow.
Go ahead and think I'm orazy -- by now I'm not so sure myself -~ be=-
cause I landed in a two-dimensional world. And don't ask me to. des-
oribe that one either. Just tske my word for it -~ it wns two~-dimen=-
slonal all rlght. Yo dnRS :

hen I got baok that ‘time, I had sense enough not to try anything more
until the original week was over, snd I'd had a chance %0 check on ny
first findings: Well -- the first trip was on'the level =-- everything
h4aPrened "just the way I'd seen it hapren from the machine.  I'm cer-
tain- that on my first trip I went a week shead into the future.

Onge I Was poaiﬁlve about that, I began making one trip axter another.
And out of £i £ty attempts, the only time I even hit earth, let alone
the lab, was on that first try. Why it should have been the £1 rst one
that was luoky, I couldn't say. Probably some minor god's poor sense
of humor. But most of the other attempts were like the second -~ just
nothing at all. Space, and more space. Jometimes 1'd hit one of the
. ‘cockeyed universes we mlways sneered at in stefsteries; sometimes it
‘would” be a ‘recognizable world something like our own. I'm just sur-
prised, now, that I never hit smack in the center of: a: star, or col-
lided- with anything e I'm begznning to realize it wae nothing but
luck that I didn't.

Sure L tigured the space-time warb. And 1et me tell you, it took
& lot' moye figuring to find out why that wasn't enough. Oversimpli-
- fled isn'C the word Por it! I won't go into all the math of it here,

‘because the oensor would be sure to think it was code or something
and kill the letter =~ and anyhow I have to pay postage on this mess!
But here s what it b01ls down to:

'You know that in the three dimensional universe we live in, no object
can oscuPy two different p01nts in gpace at the same time. In other

words, we use a gggogggt;%g; fourth dimension, whioh we o0all time, to
1ocate g three-dlmen31ona object in three-dimensional sPace. Follow
me? : ‘ ; : :

Okay then -=- take your four-dimensional oontinuum -- in which time is
o.1onger ‘the hypothetical fourth dimension, but the real one. .Well,
it "stequally true that no ohgect can ogoupy more than its own 'point‘
in"the continuum at the same 'time' (uslng time, asain, as the hypo=-
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tkotiosl Jimonsion). In other words -~ in order %o locate n%y object
in the conbinumm -~ we have G0 maks use 0f a fifth Gimeneioln,

- W i

Specifically -- when our cosmos gets to any sPecific time, my lab . :
will be at the sTot we located for it by the space-time warp. Bub -
the eosmos has to travel throvgh all of time -~ and if time is a Teal
dimension, and not just a hybothefical ome == cam't do it simud b=~
eously. One tifme ont of £ifty, I hit my lab, when I went I zrward
into whateover %ime I'd set *ho machine £ore The other forty-nine --
I went forward in time, ail right -~ enly it just so happened that
the ccamos -was ccomabdingewhencise whon 1 got theres

We'd 1aft ous that fifth diemension in our figuring -- we forgot
sbout 4Lz S'mewhan thab is neclol to locate any point 2lcng 2 time
10 '

I'm still working on it, Dan ~- look me up in the nuthatch whem you
get”back, will you? . ;

Love,

Judy

FHEHE

,. &%Au‘ B

CWITH TEMR

Yos, this is a Bok. « «
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by Donald A. Wollheim

"Certainly there is no honor high enough to bestow upon our

great visitoxr T i : ;\\

The solemn handsome heads of the leaders of the gréatesf na-

tion in the great worid tha’% majestically ciroles the sizr-sun of 61
Cygni nodded in unigon,

"por our benefactor, nothing is t0o much. We have givem him
al%, bu& we must do eveh mors =~ we must take him unto our very
gelVvVes.

Again the august heads nodded and their eyes strayed across
the great golden parapet to the fields below where their visitor
wandered slowly by himself, enjoying the Perfumes of the afternoon
air and the glories of the two brilliant suns of their system.

"He has resoued our world from isolation. He has brought us
contect with the Peoples o0f other planets of the universe. Ho has
brought us an invitation from the magnificent culture of his native
Earth to sit with them im the halls of Cosmical Harmony.™

A tear of gratitude found its way to many an éye of that high
conclave. Many 2 listener felt stirred to the core, oven as he had
been many times before by the revelations their visitor from the
heavens had given them.

"Hs has ocome from the skies in his marvelous vessel of metal
and glass. He has shown us the fires that may travel us through
the skios; he has givon us the keys to the heavens.”

Eyes strayod to the distant white marble building afar on the
verdant plain. In that building, the msn frem Earth, tho wonder
givor, had opcned freely and graciously the wonders of Terrestrial
gcience tc the peoples of Osiris, asking nothing in retum.

e have heaP upon him 21l the honors our :©orld is oapsable
of. Though cur soience was great and our philosophy high, he gave
us knowleige we had not drsancld ¢f and thoughts beyond our furthost
meditation.”

~ hsain tae 1itile auéienco -~ the most esteemed men of this
porulcees worid -~ was moved to agree whole-heartedly.

plO



"Rt we must go furihcr., There is one honor we have failed fo
hgetow v tin. That we must remedy or we shall remain disgraced
i :

AT

befoss Tuinre generations of our civilized people. "J

Heads nodded slowly, solemnly, with a touch ot overwhehming
Teve rence .

- "We must take him to our very owmn. We must make him Part.and
parcel of us. Weo must 301n him with our-people and forever with
those to come, .to belong in body to all future generations, so that
: no man in ages to come may say he is w1thout him."

[ Agaln the oonolave nodded..

"We gre agreed upon his final honor, then.' I regret that we
can 40 no more. But our world and culture, al'as, has its limits.
And this then is the noblest gift we can make to him. Go then,"

the sbeaker motioned to two of the novlest and greatest.} "Go then
and escort him hlthar-“ |

#3718

480" they wenb, and - they conveyed the v131tor from Earth to the
conclave. And there, with the finest ceremony they were capable of,
and with genuine feeling and emotion, they joined him to the body
of the people of Osirzs for all t ime

‘And-dtter they had £inished eating him the whole nation joined
in prayer and thanksgiv1ng. ‘
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Note: Xny resemblanoe between editor Garrideb and any actual PpPerson,
living or undead, is sheerly coincidental. ;

Cast: Homunculus Garrideb, editor of Ghastly Fantatales 5
Bluto, his seoreta?y ; :

B

Scene. Méﬁn oftioe or Ghastly Fantatales- DiBOOVBreﬂ: Bluto sit-
: ‘ting smidst.a pile of'mss. Enter Garrideb.

G: Morning, Bluto. -Anything up?
B: Just a few- reJeocions.‘;

6: Bt hetbitieanl
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G:

Came in yesterday

Well, put them aside for a oouple weeks. We gotta make it appear
as 1f we read them.

_(Phone rings)

‘Ghast 1y Fantatales. Good mdfning. Stinking Weat@er, sin't 1te?

(gside} It's Burlap. : | »

Mg,
Hello, Burlap. Whab? You want to know how your story "I 6Tu~ - .
batsch" was received? (Looks at Bluto; Bluto holds his nose and
makes violent gestures) Oh yes, Burlap- ‘Cane out last in the
book. Everyhody said it.was Putrid. Oh, I can't repeat what was
in-the letters -~ obsgene. That's rlght.- I want you to do seven

more for me,. just like it. Bye.

'Is Soupa doing the next oover?

.Let me see: Dpopa did the last one. Yes, we: might got Soupa .
- No, begad, 1 have'it. Something new, semething startling. We'll

let them oollgborate qn it and have a soupa-doopa cover.

(phone rings) . _ : - | A

\‘\.

'Ghastlv Fanbatales.u Good morning. Frightftlﬂweéfherﬁfianlﬁ it? i
(aside) It's Hawxley «

Hello, Hawxley. What? You didn't like the ochanges I made in
your story” Well, I'm sorry, Hawxley, but these things have to
be done. What? You want to know how the story made out? (Looks

. .at -Bluto; -Bluto -amiles broadly and nods ‘his head vi%orously. Oh

yes, Hawxley. ‘Byerybody said it was wonderful. ter than Mer-

ritt. Better than Loveoraft. Better than Skylarks. You see how

it is, Hawxley., I'm gorry, too, but I've no ohoice in the matter;
we Just can't use your stuff. Bye. '

: . Circulation department wants you to ring them.

Okay. Hello. Garridedb spesking. What? The April book lost
$875.80%  How.did.that fifty oents get in?- ©Oh, you got in a orap
games. Well, I'm not gurprised at all. "Always said thexe was no -
money in sclenoe fiotion. Bye. . , ;

iWant the disbribution aepa.ri:menf;‘P

. Yos.,: Hellc. Disgtribution? Are the quarterlies baok yet? They

are? No, don't make-up anothor bakch right amay. We're going to
try somothing nowes An annuale Yegse« BPBind bthzxoo ‘of tho qua.rtor—

lies togother and have Soupa d0 2 covers Bye.
What about that cover by tho new artist, Harg?
Oh yes, that. Too arty. Wait, have an idea., We'll put it on

the back., And write 2 science featurc around it. Who did the
scicnce feature last month?

pn ‘ :




Professor Nottingham.

Oh yes, I remember. Hed to re-write it. Too technical. Well,
perhaps you'd better do it this month, Bluto. Use the name --
oh, say Wilmer Wichitau, D Sc. Worid-famous authority. Anything
on the blotter? (L

Your writeup on Horsce Higgledy-Hagg.

Oh yes, the new writer. lMust do an autobiograrhical sketoh on

him. Fine man, Horace. Think I'll have him bovn in St. Pebters-
burg, an Antarctic explorer at the age of eighf, discovercr of a
new process a% the age of thirteen, and a soldier-oZ-fortuns from
fifteen to twenty. Must make these people interesting. Fact e
gstranger than fiction.

Tay

(phone rings)

Ghastly Fantatales. Good morning. Stinking weather, isn't 1t?
(aside) It's Wertenberg, the fan.

Oh, hello, Wert. You want some dope on forthooming issues for
your fan sheet? Ah yes., Well, we have some real stink-- fine
stories coming up. Yes, very fine. First class. Iet's see:
there's o new Gummingsley novel. Has a new twist in it. Ves.
Heroine has a wooden leg. Then there's a brand new story by a
groat new writer with a fresh outlook. About a scientist. He's
brillisnt but he's mad. Threatens to blow up earth at twelve
o'clock unless they make him dictator. So the hexro and heroine
work out a ray that will turn him into pocket fuzz. But they *
haven't time to prerfect it. They finally get finished at 11l:45,
and tum on the power. Terrific suspbense while the minutes roll
by. Then the clook begins to strike twelve. He says: "Darling,
4f this is the end, I will love you always." Terrific love scene.
What? What happens? The planet blows up., Bye.

Oh yes, Mr. Garrideb. Mr. Rafferty and Mr. Spoyle want to sece
you. oJSomething about the magazine, I think. -

They d0, eh? Well, that's not surprising. I know what's on
their mind. They Probably want to know why the circulation has
been going down. Always said there was no money in science
fiction. :

(ourtain)

##itr
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